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One 


1986 
"Slash, leave me alone," | rolled over on the cheap motel bed and turned away from him. There weren't any 
curtains on the windows and we were in fucking Hollywood and there were so many neon lights and signs and 


noises outside. | pulled the pillow over my head and tried to block everything out. 


"Hey," he said, his surfer accent stretching out the word, and he pulled the pillow off of me and tugged on the 
back of my T-shirt until | turned over and faced him. 


"What?" | said, seeing his frizzy curly hair that blocked some of the green and pink neon light from the window, 
and he kind of looked like he had a halo, like some angel. 


"What is wrong?" he said, still tugging on me, trying to get me to sit up. | pulled away. 
"Nothing," 


"Yeah, right," he said, turning away for a second, looking off into the weird flickering light outside. He was used 


to these lights and this noise. He grew up around it. | didn't. | grew up around cornfields. 
"Okay, it was the show tonight," | said, sitting up, crossing my legs Indian style, resting my elbows on my knees. 
"It went great," he said, turning back to me. 


"Yeah, well, no one could hear anything because of the shitty sound system, and there were only like 50 people 
there, half of them we fucking knew..so what was so great about it?" 


"The set fucking rocked, Axl, that's what was great about it," 


"You don't understand," | said, turning away again, burying my head under the pillow again. | heard him sigh. 
Then | felt his strong hands on my shoulders and he pulled me toward him. 


"What don't | understand?" he said, his voice low, pulling on something in my stomach. | closed my eyes, feeling 


him touch one finger to my lips. 


"Huh?" he said, and | looked at him, his black hair framing his tan face, those dark dark eyes, his pupil blending 
with the nearly black color of the iris. 


"Okay," | said, sitting up, disentangling myself from him. 


"It was good, tonight, the set and all of that, even though the sound system sucked and there was practically 
nobody there. I'm not afraid to work and perfect these songs and the sets and get it right, and tour all over 
the fucking country and Canada if we have to..but what if it won't go anywhere?" 


"What if what won't go anywhere?" he said, pushing me back against the bed, straddling me and trapping my 


wrists against the old mattress covered in the worn and moth eaten sheet. 


'It.the band." | said as he clamped his lips down on mine and tightened up his grip on my wrists until | felt the 
bones grind against each other. | felt his tongue snake into my mouth, | felt my heart start beating hard and 
fast in my chest. | couldn't catch my breath. 


| tried to move my head away, to catch my breath, but he moved each time | did and didn't let up until | had 
to give in, feeling light headed from lack of oxygen, feeling his weight against me. | felt him kiss my neck, his 
mouth on the strong pulse there, | felt him let go of one wrist to tug on the button to my jeans, and | shifted 
my hips. 


"Hmmmmmm," | moaned, the ability to form words temporarily leaving as he snaked the zipper of my jeans 


down tooth by tooth, and | bucked my hips up as he slid my jeans down and off. 


The warnings against any kind of sexual activity, never mind homosexual activity came into my head as he slid 


down my boxer shorts and | turned my head and gazed out the window at the buzzing and blinking bar signs, 


and | could hear the sounds of car horns and ambulance sirens and police sirens, everything wailing out there 
like cats in heat, and my father's words clanged in my head about sins and hell and | could remember every 


time he hit me with his belt, every time. 


"Axl, you like this, huh, Axl?" Slash's lazy voice, all the vowels stretched like taffy, filled my head and even 
when | shut my eyes | could see the imprint of the neon lights out there and | felt his hands caressing me and 
invading me, making me moan and gasp and still, some small part of me thought it was sinful and feared the 


belt, because punishment always came. 


| squeezed my eyes shut when whatever he was doing made me come, and my body shuddered with the after 


effects of it, like shocks after the earthquake. 


| stumbled off to the bathroom to clean up, to wipe all the stickiness off of me. The bathroom was small, with 
cheap plasterboard walls and a chipped sink and rust rings around the faucets. The towel was rough and 
scratchy but it at least appeared to be clean. 


Slash was sitting up in the bed, leaning against the headboard, a cigarette dangling from his lips. | crawled up 
with him and took the cigarette and inhaled, letting the nicotine race for my brain 


| don't think you can worry about whether the band will go anywhere or not," he said, taking the cigarette 


back from me and taking a drag. 


"There's no way to know," he said, handing me the cigarette, his voice getting distant and far away, fading, like 
a voice you only thought you heard. 


